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as though she were standing before Justice itself and pro-
testing against the torture she had seen inflicted on a
human being. Nikolai, gone quite pale, leaned back in
his chair and bit his lip. Slowly he took off his glasses,
put them on the table and passed a hand over his face
as though wiping off an invisible cobweb.
His features grew suddenly sharp, his cheekbones stood
out and his nostrils, quivered. The mother had never seen
him like this before, and it frightened her.
When she had finished, he got up and walked up and
down with his fists deep in his pockets.
"He must be a great person/' he muttered through
clenched teeth. "He'll be miserable in jail; people like
him take it hard."
He kept bearing down on his fists to quiet his nerves,
but the mother was aware of his agitation, and shared it.
He narrowed his eyes until they became like dagger points.
When he spoke, it was with cold anger, and he kept walk-
ing up and down.
"Think of the horror of it! In order to keep their ruinous
hold on the masses,  a handful  of numskulls  beat and
murder anyone they like! Savagery increases and cruelty
becomes the law of the land! Just think of it! Some of
them rage like wild beasts because they know they're
beyond the law; they have a sensual craving for torture
—the loathsome craving of unshackleci slaves to give vent
to their slavish feelings and animal instincts. Others are
poisoned by the desire for revenge. Still others have been
stupefied by the floggings they themselves have taken.
The people are being corrupted, the entire people!"
He stopped and clenched his teeth.
"You become a brute in spite of yourself in this brutal
life.'^
With an effort he conquered his feeling and turned to
the weeping mother almost calmly, .a steady light in his
eyes.
"But we mustn't lose any time, Nilovna! We've got to
take ourselves in hand, my dear."

